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Abstract
As we stumbled through the cavern that is this life She guided us to glimpses of light...
6 Sketch 
that had to listen so hard to hear the gypsy violins on the 
banks outside Wien. Ears that were deafened by the surf as 
the great combers roared ashore at Cape Town. Ears that 
were anesthetized by the sambas they played on that plan-
tation near Manas. Listen to this record. It was made in the 
perfect conditions of the Columbia Recording Studio. Not 
a sound in the background. No crickets, no tinkling water-
fall, no soft breath—not a sound. 
Wait, friend, don't stand up yet. Surely your feet are not 
warm through yet. We'll have some good domestic wine to 
revive your taste buds after all that harsh Mexican tequila, 
after all that hot Italian pizza, after the coarse minced her-
ring that the Norwegians served. 
You aren't going, friend? How long has it been since you've 
smelled pine cones burning? We'll throw some on the fire 
and permeate the room. Redwoods burning, Parisian per-
fume, the sticky sweet of the Everglades—poor tired nose, 
poor tired sense of smell. 
Stay, friend! Settle down. Be our neighbor. Pick a girl; 
buy a house, a new car; go on two weeks vacations, sip—Don't 
leave yet. W a i t ! . . . . 
Good-by then, friend. I can't see why you're going on 
again. I can't see why. . . . 
—Damon Swanson, Engr. Fr. 
To Mother Young 
As we stumbled through the cavern that is this life 
She guided us to glimpses of light 
T h a t were to mean love and friends: 
She took us by the hand and made us gentlemen. 
Now her cold fingers will not reach from under the snow 
And twist anguish from our hearts at her leaving. 
Rather, the warm imprint she left on our hands 
May fade, but not disappear. 
T h e n what regret can we feel, 
We the living, 
W h o talk of what we cannot comprehend? 
—James Wickliff, Sci. Sr. 
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